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ARTHUR: My   dear   Christina,   why   this   embarrassing

emotion?
CHRISTINA: I don*t know what we should do if anything

happened to you.
ARTHUR: Don't be an idiot, my dear; nothing is going to

happen to me.
CHRISTINA: [With a smihl\ I can't get you out of thinking

me a perfect fool.
ARTHUR: Be off with you, Christina.  If you go on finding

out things that are not your business I shall have you

deported.

VIOLET: What has she found out now?
ARTHUR: A trifle that we thought it wouldn't hurt the public

to know nothing about.
CHRISTINA: [Shaking bands with RONNY.] I don't grudge you

your job any more.  We're all under a debt of gratitude

to you,

RONNY: I had a bit of luck, that's all. It's nothing to make a

fuss about,
ARTHUR: Go and have your dance,  darling.    It's  really

getting very late.

VIOLET: [To RONNY.] Are you ready?
RONNY: What shall we make them play?

[They go out.
CHRISTINA: Good night, Anne.

AKNE: [Kissing her.} Good night, my dear. [HENRY shakes
hands with ANNE and ARTHUR. He and his mother go out\
I suppose I mayn't ask what Christina was referring to?

ARTHUR: I can't prevent you from asking.

ANNE: But you have no intention of answering. What is the
matter, Arthur? You look so deadly white.

ARTHUR: Nothing. I'm tired. I had a busy day and now the
dance. [Tk sound of a walt^ is heard.] Oh, damn that
music!